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king?1 He did not answer. . . . We separated
coldly and naturally it was the last time that this
strange comrade honored me with his presence at
my table.11

This snapshot of M. de Romain shows the
young Napoleon in his habit as he lived, but I
must still cite his own account of the massacre
of the Swiss Guards on the 10th of August, 1792,
which taught him how the insurrection of that
date broke out.

"At the sound of the alarm and at the news
that they were making an assault on the Tuileries,"
he said, UI ran to the Carrousel to the-house of
Fauvelet, the brother of Bourrienne, who kept a
furniture shop there. He had been my comrade
at the Military School of Brienne. It was from
this house that I was able to witness in safety all
the events of the day. Before I reached the Gar-
rousel I was met in the street by a group of l\ide-
ous-looking men carrying a head at the end of a
spear. Seeing me nicely dressed and with the air
of a gentleman they came to me to make me cry,
'Vive la Nation!1 which I readily did, as you will
easily imagine.

"The Chateau was attacked by the vilest mob
t(Ia plus vile canaille). For his defense assuredly
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